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After School Playtime 


Author's Notes: 
Happy Ficmas! | hope you'll enjoy this little scene Nick and Blixa are playing. | can so picture Nick being a 


teacher.. 


For your appointment with Mr. Cave, one of your teachers, at 6pm. He would lke to talk to you about your 


disappointing results in his class while you are only a few months away from graduating 


Blixa smiled as he read the note that had been left on top of a box on the kitchen table. It had been a while 
since Nick and him had roleplayed. He was more into it than Nick but once in a while, stars would align and Nick 


would be in the mood and suggest it. 
Blixa opened the box and checked what Nick had prepared for him. A pair of navy blue dress pants and a 
matching blazer with a crest on the left pocket. There was also a dark blue tie. It did look like a real catholic 


high school uniform. He could work with that. 


It was only 2 o'clock in the afternoon and Nick was out running errands. Now he knew what program Nick had 


in store for them in the evening, Blixa feared he would be rubbish at trying to do anything constructive for 
the next few hours so he decided to go for a walk and entertain himself by taking pictures of the city and 
smoking cigarettes. He could get back home after 4 and shower and get dressed. That would be a good timing 
to be ready for 6 and his appointment with his teacher. 


It was almost time. Blixa gave a last look at himself in the mirror of the bathroom. He had put on the uniform 
with a white button-down shirt and black shoes. His hair was done in his usual teased-up look. It contrasted 
nicely with the classic vibe of his uniform. He had shaven after his shower. Nick would appreciate the smooth 
look if he was supposed to be a high school student. 


There hadn't been any other instructions on the brief note that Blixa had seen earlier but he didn't need any. 
That was part of the game. Guessing what the other had planned and wanted and since they knew each other 
pretty well, they also knew that pleasing the other was part of the game. Nick had started it by setting it up, 
knowing that Blixa would love it. Now it was Blixa's turn to give Nick the student experience, and maybe a little 


surprise too. 


Blixa knocked on the door of Nick's study. If Nick was a teacher, he would see him in his office surely. He 


waited till he heard a muffled ‘come in’ and opened the door. 


Nick was sitting at his desk, looking over some papers with a pen in his hand, probably pretending to grade 
papers. He was wearing a grey blazer, a white shirt and a wool cardigan. He was also wearing a burgundy tie. 


He looked like an uptight British public school teacher. Blixa was delighted and turned on already. 


Even if he had told him to come in, Nick had not yet lifted his gaze to look at him so Blixa coughed lightly to 
catch his attention. 


"You... You wanted to see me, Sir?," he ventured, trying his best to sound uncertain. 

Nick finally looked up. He had a hard time concealing a smile. Blixa looked perfect in the school uniform. He was 
a good actor too. Sure, he didn't look IB anymore but he was still pretty thin and youthful and he had put his 
most demure face on. Nick's cock twitched in appreciation. 

"Yes, Christian. I'll be with you in a minute." 

Blixa shivered when he heard Nick use his real name. He almost never did but the way the Australian would 
pronounce it, so very differently than how it sounded in German when his parents or actual teachers would 
have called him.. He had been Blixa to everyone since he was lb. Being Christian was something he loved to be 


just for Nick. 


"Of course.” 


Blixa closed the door and stood there, his hands behind his back. He knew Nick was making him wait for no 


reason. That was part of the game. 


A couple of minutes later, Nick moved the stack of paper he was pretending to work on aside and looked up at 


him again. 


"Please, take a seat," he said while gesturing to one of the two chairs that were in front of him on the other 


side of his desk. 


Blixa approached and sat down. He crossed his legs and then changed his mind and uncrossed them. He put his 
hand on his knees and looked at Nick. He knew the scene would be about his bad grades or school results in 
Nick's class but he wasn't sure what class that was and how Nick would play it so he waited to see how this 


would start. 

As if on cue, Nick leaned back in his chair and took the lead. 

‘Christian, | don't understand. | have spoken to several of your other teachers and none of them seem to have 
any problem with you or noticed any issues with the quality of your homework for their classes. Yet, when | 
look at the last grades | gave you, it's been a poor average of C's and the last two papers you had to hand 
over were even late. | haven't finished grading the last one but it doesn't look too promising." 

Nick paused and stared at Blixa. 

‘lm sorry... Sir." 

"| don't want you to be sorry. | want to understand why you have gradually lost interest in my class. | teach 
history, nothing to understand and wrap your head around like physics or mathematics. You cannot tell me 
that the topic is hard to get. | take it therefore that for some reason you are becoming lazy and have 
selected my class to start slacking just a few months before graduation’ 


"Oh, no. I'm not slacking... | didn't realize it was so bad or..." 


Blixa didn't finish his sentence. His eyes darted left and right and he clenched his hands together to pretend he 


was Nervous. 


"Yes, maybe you don't think | pay attention but | do. Now | would like to have an explanation and also your idea 
on how you suggest getting back on track." 


Blixa bit his bottom lip and glanced up at Nick from under his lashes. 
"l'm not sure | know what to do nor... That | can explain." 


Nick cocked an eyebrow. 


"And why wouldn't you be able to explain?" 

Blixa shifted uncomfortably on his chair and avoided Nick's gaze. 
"It's. Personal. | don't think | should say anything." 

Nick tilted his head to one side and leaned forward towards his desk. 
‘| will not take such evasive reason as proper explanation. | am.." 
Blixa interrupted him, knowing it was rude. 


"I'm distracted in your class. | can't concentrate and when I'm home and need to work on the homework you 


give us.. | can't focus." 
‘Christian, come over here," Nick said. "| had just started to review the last essay you handed over." 


Blixa pretended to hesitate for a moment but then he got up and slowly made his way around the large desk 
and came to stand right next to Nick. 


"| haven't read beyond the first page but there are at least ten spelling mistakes and the writing is mediocre, 


at best." 


Nick pushed a piece of paper towards his student. It had red marks and annotations on it. Blixa squinted and 
recognized it was their last gas bill, now greatly decorated with underlining and circles in red made by Nick. 


"So what has you so distracted that you seemed to have forgotten how to spell and put together a few 
coherent paragraphs, Christian?" 


Blixa looked at Nick and smiled sheepishly. 
‘Its... You," he said with a perfect little quiver in his voice. 


Nick swallowed and leaned back, as if he needed to put a bit of physical distance between him and his student 


to continue the conversation. 
"Me? What do you mean exactly?" 
Blixa bit his bottom lip. 


"You distract me, Sir," he said. "When I'm in class and listen to you.. | don't pay attention to what you say 
because | have other thoughts in my head," Blixa continued. 


Blixa let his hand travel up the arm of Nick's chair and eventually brush against his upper arm and shoulder. 
"Other thoughts that involve you." 

Nick's eyes followed Blixa's hand and then landed on his student. 

"Christian, what are you doing?" 


"Mr. Cave... | cannot focus on anything. | can only think about you. Even at night.. When I'm lying in bed and | 
can't sleep... | think about you." 


"Good lord, Christian, this is highly inappropriate." 


Nick pushed his chair back and sat up. He was only an inch taller than Blixa but since Blixa was now leaning 


back a little against his desk, he could look down at him. 

"What has gotten into you? Don't you think your worsening grades are bad enough?" 
"Please, Mr. Cave.. This is driving me crazy. Help me." 

"Help you?" 

Blixa pushed himself off the desk and boldly wrapped his arms around Nick's shoulders. 
"Help me get it out of my system so | can handle it better when | am in your class again" 
"If someone found out at school." 

"Nobody will. | will not say anything," 

"You're one of my students." 

"Yes, but I'm not a child anymore. | turned I8 last month and | will graduate soon 


‘It doesn't matter. | am way older than you and.. No, it's.. It's too dangerous,” Nick said as he shook his head 
and pushed Blixa away. 


"But, so.. That means you like me? You would..?" 
"I am not supposed to even think about this," Nick said while turning away. 


Blixa walked up to him and pushed himself flush against him. 


"Mr. Cave, I've been wanting you for months. Please.. Put me out of my misery.. Ill be a good student again 
then, | promise." 


Nick pretended he wasn't sure he could go through with it. The struggle was real. Not really to decide on what 
to do but rather to avoid turning Blixa around and bend him over the desk right there and then. 


"Please, Sir," Blixa whispered against Nick's ear while he started to palm his crotch. "| have never done anything 


but | want to try with you. | want you to teach me these things way more than history." 


Blixa slowly pulled away and knelt in front of Nick and looked up at him with pleading eyes, his fingers lightly 
grazing over the fly of Nick's pants. 


Nick didn't say anything. He looked down and caressed Blixa's jaw affectionately. The moment lasted and then 
finally Nick started to unbuckle his belt. He undid his pants and pushed them down somewhat before placing a 
hand behind Blixa's head and pushing his face against his groin 

Blixa hummed appreciatively. He nuzzled Nick's cock, his face rubbing against the cotton of his dark underwear. 
His lover was hard and had probably been since the start of their little scene, anticipating how it would end, 


even if none of them knew exactly how long it would take to get there. 


A moment later, Blixa had pushed Nick's underwear down. He started brushing his parted lips over the 


underside of Nick's cock, up and down, slowly, darting his tongue a few times too to add slickness to his moves. 
Blixa had forgotten for a brief moment that they were roleplaying. His eyes were closed and he was getting 
lost in the feel of Nick's cock against his mouth and Nick's hand on the back of his head, encouraging him. 
When he opened his eyes and looked up, he was met by Nick's piercing gaze. He was still in character. Blixa had 
to get a grip and continue the game a bit longer. 

His hand moved up to hold the base of Nick's cock and stroke it while he moved his lips off it. 

"Is this good, Sir?" 

The question was too much for Nick who groaned and fisted his hand in Blixa's hair. 

"Fuck, Blixa..." he whispered. 

Blixa smirked at the little slip-out. 


"Surely, you mean Christian, Sir?" 


Nick chuckled and then pinched his lips together to prevent further laughter. 


"Yes, Christian.. Of course, but this.. This is so wrong," he uttered. 


Blixa moved his head down and swirled his tongue a couple of times over the tip of Nick's cock, his eyes wide 


in fake wonder, as if it were the first time he tasted a cock. 


"If it's so wrong, why does it feel and taste so good?," he asked before flicking his tongue once more along 


Nick's shaft. 

Nick nearly lost it at that moment. He bent down and grabbed his lover by the arms to pull him up on his feet 
before he crashed his mouth against Blixa's. His hands travelled down, holding him firmly at the waist. One hand 
moved towards his front and when it reached its intended destination, Nick frowned. Blixa was hard but it felt 
hard in a strange way. When Nick groped him, Blixa gasped and moaned against Nick's mouth. It was a needy 
and almost painful sound and Nick doubted he was acting. Nick continued to feel him down there. While he was 
doing so, Blixa reached inside his pants back pocket and retrieved a small key. He pushed Nick's hand away and 
pressed the key in it. 

"For you, Sir," he panted. 

Nick had a moment of hesitation. He looked at the small key in the palm of his hand and then back at his 
student. When his hands moved again, it was to undo and push down Blixa's pants. It became obvious then, even 
as Blixa was still wearing underwear. Nick hooked his fingers in the waistband of his underwear and lowered 
them to uncover Blixa's dick confined in a steel cockcage. 


"Holy mother of.. Fuck," he let out: 


This time it was Blixa who couldn't contain his chuckles. Nick stared for a long while at the precious gift oddly 


wrapped for him. He knew about the device but he had never seen one worn. For him. 

‘Is it.. Painful?,” he finally asked. 

"No, well.. Not too much. Its uncomfortable.. Especially when you get turned on. You can imagine, | guess." 
‘Its exquisite and horrible at the same time. My poor thing," Nick cooed. 

Blixa appreciated the concern and hid his face in the crook of Nick's neck. 

"Anything to make up for my bad grades and please you again, Sir" 

Nick cradled the back of Blixa's head and wrapped his other hand around his waist, pulling him closer. 
"Unlock me, please,” Blixa breathed out. 


"Oh, of course." 


Nick carefully held Blixa's captive cock and balls and freed his boyfriend's junk. Blixa had to help him and show 
him how to unwrap the cage without pulling or pinching anything. Once it was off, Nick moved his hand lower to 
cup Blixa's balls gently and slowly caress his cock from the base towards the tip. It earned him a low hiss. 
"Sensitive?" 

"Yes... But | like it. Touch me more.. Just go slow." 


"Okay." 


At this point, they had both given up playing teacher and student. Nick hadn't even realized, too mesmerized 


by what he had just seen on his lover. Blixa, however, wanted a quick debrief on how he fared. 
"So how did you like it? Do | deserve an A? Might help improve my current C average for your class." 
Nick looked at him. 


"What are you..? Oh, yes, the... Scene. Of course. You were scarily good at this. Please tell me you never did 


any of that with your teachers back in the days?" 


"Nick, | left school at I5 and even before | left, my grades were always bad, so no teacher would have called 


me to discuss a sudden worsening," he laughed. "They couldn't worsen" 


"The uniform looked great on you too. It's a real one, by the way, | ordered it from an actual shop that sells 


to schools." 


‘ll keep it.. For another time. Maybe next time, if my grades haven't improved, Mr. Cave should send me to 
the principal? He might need to discipline me the old fashioned way," Blixa asked. "Do you have a ruler?" 


"Oh, God, yes.. Anything you want, Christian" 


